FIRE BELOW

Half an hour went by before we sighted a
form, and the rest of us lay in the bracken,
while George went on with Carol to learn the
truth. When they came back, George had
the map in his hand, but we could -not see
to read it, and Bell had to bring out his
torch.
The farm was the home-farm of some Baron
Sabre's estate, upon which, of course, we had
been wandering ever since we left the car.
As near as we could make it, the bridle-path
we were seeking lay twelve miles off. And
that was as the crow flies,
There was a dreadful silence.
Then-----
" What's twelve miles ? " said Marya, " Come
on. We're wasting time,"
I will not set out our progress, for though
I shall never forget it, fleeing on foot by night
is a business which anyone can picture, and
one mile differs but little from that which has
gone before; but we* very soon decided that
we must take to the roads, for, after a spell
across country, the Countess for all her spirit
began to flag. Besides, it was easier so to keep
cmr way. After eight dragging miles we fell
ia with a country cart of which the driver was,
hazily, drunk as a lord. We, therefore,
bundled him into the back of his gig, and Carol
drove the Countess, while George and Bell
and I took it in turns to ride and to shamble
behind,
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